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Dear mouse friends. 
Welcome to the world of 



Geronimo Stilton 
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The Rodent’s Gazette 
Editorial Staff 
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Geronimo Stilton 

A learned and brainy 
mouse; editor of 
The Rodent 's Gazette 


Thea Stilton 

Geronimo’s sister and 
special correspondent at 
The Rodent s Gazette 











Trap Stilton 

An awful joker; 
Geronimo’5 cousin and 
owner of the store 
Cheap Junk for Less 


Benjamin Stilton 

A sweet and loving 
nine-year-old mouse; 
Geronimo's favorite 
nephew 
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Phone Call lor 
Mr. Stilton! 


It began like any other ordinary morning. 

As usual, I woke up in a great mood. 

As usual, I scurried over to my office. 

As usual, I squeaked “good morning” to 
all my colleagues. 

Oh, excuse me. I almost forgot to introduce 
myself. My name is Stilton, 

QlbitoTt, I am the editor of the most famouse 









Phone Call for ^^5* Mr. Stilton! 


newspaper in New Mouse City, The Rodent ’s 
Gazette. 

The staff began our daily editorial meeting. 
We were in search of an E/H for a new 
column. But none of us could agree on what 
it should be A&Ott 
As the reporters were pitching a few 
concepts, the phone rang. 

T% liBnnnmangf 


I picked up the receiver. “Hello, Stilton 
here, Geronimo StiltonV ’ 

Bzzzzz . . . bzzzzzzzzzzzz . . . 

It was a (?aJ Corwecfiort. 



An operator with a nasal 
squeak cut in. “Mr. Stilton, will 
you accept a Collsct Cdll?” 

Bzzz . . . bzzzzzz . . . 

The line kept buzzing. 

Who could be calling me 




Phone Call for 


* 


Mr. Stilton! 


collect? It was so strange! 

“A Collect Cdll means YOU PAY for the 
phone call!” the operator explained. Well, 
of course I knew that! “Do you accept the 
charges? Hmmm? Do you accept or not? I 
need an answer here! I c|oN’t h3v0 all d3y to 
twiddle i-\y whi$ker$ while you Hake up your 
HiNd, you k^ow!” 

“Oh, I’m sorry. I was a bit distracted by the 
buzzing on the line,” I explained. “I accept, 
of course!” 

Suddenly, I heard a fattiliar voice squawk, 
“Geronimo? Is that you, Geronimo?” 

Bzzzzzz . . . bzzz . . . 

I recognized that squeak 
right away. It belonged to 

my Uncle ?attiuel S*. 






My Whiskers Were 
Shaking . . . 


“Geronimo!” Uncle Samuel shouted. “Fm 
calling to invite you to *£>cnny iMncbcr iCaetlc 
for the ceremony that will take place on 
October thirty-first. Will you come or not?” 

I didn’t have a clue what he was talking 
about. “What ceremony?” I asked. 

“You know, the ceremony, Geronimo!” 
he yelled “THE CEREMONY? 

“Yes, I heard you, but what ceremony are 
you squeaking about?” I asked, trying to be 
polite. 

GSJ?OA^O! he hollered. “ALL 

the relatives are coming! The only one who 
won’t be there is DOUr 
I was starting to lose my patience. “But 
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My Whiskers 


Were Shaking . . . 


what is this ceremony?” 

#/ 

He continued as though I hadn’t spoken. 

“Plus I’ve OY^^niSed everything! You 
wouldn’t want me to waste all that effort, 
would you?” Before I could get a squeak in 
edgewise, he went on, “So it’s all settled, 
then. I will expect you, BSNjdiviiN, TBEA, 
and trap for the ceremony. ...” 

At that point, my whiskers were shaking 

with exasperation. “WHAT (TIUMOYY-,.,., 

I shrieked. 
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My Whiskers 


IFilf Were Shaking . . . 

HP 


That was when we got cut off. 

It was all so You see, the 

relationship between the family 

and the family is strained, 

for one simple reason: The Stingy snouts are 

a bit stingy 

If you look up the word stingy in the 
DICTIONARY, you’ll find this definition: 




STINGY: 

(adjective) 

Placing too much 
importance on 
money and not 
wanting to spend it. 
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My Whiskers 


Were Shaking . . . 



I told my sister TMEA, my cousin trap, 
and my nephew that we had been 

invited to Penny Pincher Castle. These were 
their reactions: , . 

fplficM'* 

t0 , **"“■*■ 
t° 40 ^ . a+ there 

*° sfeni +M 
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anti 


Unde san»e' 





money 

, apn'-h *»>* 
there" 

because «■- 
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“1 don't ««* 9 ° r a „d sP 00 ** , 

there ^ev to 

won’t **** ^ 
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Samuel Snout 



The head of the Stingysnout family, Samuel, is 
a real master of frugality. His motto is “I need to set 
an example for the other Stingysnouts!” He prides 
himself on finding new (and often extreme) ways to 
save money. He's been known to wake before dawn 
so he can sneak over to his neighbor s house to 
read his newspaper instead of buying his own. 

Samuel washes himself without soap so he doesn't 
have to purchase any. He refuses to spend money 
on toilet paper, and some family members believe 
he’s been wearing the same pair of underwear for 
more than a decade. He even wears pants inside out 
so he doesn’t have to wash them! 

When Samuel makes 
tea, he dips the tea 
bag in the water 
for a second — 

PLUNK — and 
then he takes it out 
right away. “ 1 his ^ 


way tea bags can 
last for years and 
years/’ he tells anyone who will 
listen. But perhaps his cheapest 
(and grossest) habit is this: After 
he brushes his fur, he pulls stray 
whiskers out of the comb and 
uses them as dental floss. Eww! 














Tlie Sting^snout c Famil'? _ 

The Stingysnouts arc distantly related to the 
Stiltons. Not all of them are able to 
make it to the ceremony (probably because 
they don’t want to spend money on the rip- 

— t m imr-rrr 




J STEVIE Samuel s 
son. When its time to 
bathe, he soaps himself 
up while he’s still dry and 
turns on the shower at the 
last minute to save money 
on hot water. 


CHINTZINA 

Samuel's younger 
sister. When she was 
a mouseling, she never 
laughed because she 
didn’t want to waste 
energy. 


y THRIFTELLA 

Stevie’s cousin. For 
perfume, she uses only 
^ free samples. 

ar 


y SAMUELS. V 

STINGYSNOUT 

Geronimo's uncle. 
He wakes up early to 
read his neighbor's 
^ newspaper. + 


9 PENNIFORD AND V 
SAVEANNA Ivy s children, 
Samuel’s niece and nephew. They 
make cheddar pops last for three 
years by taking one lick at a time and 
then wrapping them up again. ^ 


WORTHINGTON V, 

Thriftella's twin brother. 

He always wears the same 
shirt; his secret is that he 
changes its patches every 
three years. 




























































































y ZELDA Stevie's journalist 
cousin. She wears shoes with 
heels made of steel so they 
don't wear out. 


MICHAEL 
MISERMOUSE 

Samuel’s cousin and 
an antiques dealer. He 
sells old bread crusts, 
passing them off as 


/ HOARDEN V 
ACCOUNTS 

Ivy’s husband. In the 
winter, he wears 
three pairs of long 
underwear so he 
doesn't have to turn 
\ the heat on. 


' IVY Samuel’s ^ 
daughter. She 
doesn't pronounce 
double letters so she 
can save her breath. 

She’s the spitting 
image of her father.^ 



J FRUGELLA ^ 

Michaels sister 
and Samuel's cousin. 
She eats only fat-free 
cheese so she can 
^ save calories. / 


' GRANDMA 
CHEAPERLY Samuel's 
mother. She recycles old 
bed sheets to make her 
v blouses. 


GRANDPA 
CHEAPERLY Samuel s 
father. He always leaves 
the house in slippers so he 
doesn't wear out the soles 
\ of his shoes. f 







































































All Right, I’ll Go 


I convinced Thea, Trap, and Benjamin to 
GO anyway. After all, family is family! Plus 
it seemed like this ceremony was important. 

“All right, I’ll go.” Thea sighed. “As long 
as we take my convertible. But Gerry Berry, 
what’s the scoop on this ceremony?” 


“All right. I’ll go,” Trap mumbled. “But 
no way am I getting in that girly PINK 
convertible. Let’s 






All Right, 



I’ll Go 


And, Germeister, what’s the deal with this 

ceremony?” 

“All right, I’ll go,” Benjamin squeaked. 
“But can we please take an airplane? And, 
Uncle Geronimo, can you explain what this 

ceremony is?” 

“All right. I’ll go.” I sighed. “Even though 

I don’t have a clue what the ceremom is. 

%/ 

But only if you all quit arguing! You know I 
can’t stand bickering !” 

Thea took advantage of the confusion 
and /VTAPfLD into her car. “You’re right. 


All ri ^ 1 ’ * So, \ i 









The Road to Penny Pincher Castle 


1, Loneliness Passage 

2, Parsimonious Peak 

3, Reduction River 

4, The Valley of Lack 

5, Little Lake 

6, SCANTYTOWN 

7, Penny Pincher Castle 

_ A 

















All Right, 


I’ll Go 


Gerry. Let’s stop this silly squabbling. Come 
on, everyone, hop in!” 

Trap grabbed the map of Mouse Island. 
Once I managed to convince him he was 
holding it upside down, we figured out the 
route we needed to take. Thea revved up 
the engine, I clutched my stomach nervously 
(I always get carsick when she drives!), and 
we departed. 

By 0HDI1 BABE 1100 we arrived at the 
Valley of Lack. It is called the Valley of Lack 
because it is lacking in everything. There 
is little water and very little light, so there 
are very few plants. There are even fewer 
animals: very few birds in the sky, very few 
fish in the rivers, and very few squirrels in 
the forest. Even the HlllclEilcHVtS of the 
valley are scarce, and they squeak very little 
(to save their breath!). 
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All Right, 


I’ll Go 


To enter the valley, you must CPOSS 
a little-known gorge called Loneliness 
Passage. Next you must bump along a very 
infrequently used street. (To save money, 
it has never been paved!) 

At the end of the valley is the Reduction 
River, which merges with the river in New 
Mouse City. The river water is ALWAYS very 
low. At the end of the river is Little Lake, 
which holds just a drop of water, with few 

fish, few ducks, and few REEDS. 

Before arriving at Penny Pincher Castle, 
you must pass through a small city called 
Scantytown, which can be T63ch6<J by only 
one road that has just one lane. In the village, 
we passed very few stores, only one town 
square, and very, very few rodents. 

As we drove, the weather grew worse. The 
sky turned black and threatened to 
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All Right, I’ll Go 


A freezing wind whipped up. Then it began 
to pour. 


hadab 


^hat thunder 1 - 


°otp 


da boom 
%htning! 




Even my sister the speed rat was forced 
to drive slowly and carefully. We continued 
to the highest peak of the mountain, where 
penny pmcfjcr Castle was located. 

As we drove, we saw a hgh 
hit Uncle Samuel’s castle! 

Eeeeeft! Benjamin leaped into my lap in 
terror. I leaped into Trap’s. 

WHAT A FRIGHT! 


min 8hoi t 


17 













The Very Saddest 
of Ceremonies 





We knocked on the great door of 

pcnnv pincl?er Castle. A thin 

rodent with hazel fur and kUShy 
white eyebrows came out. He was 
dressed all in black, like an HND6RT DPR 
ItwasQncle ^ailiuel! 

He was crying so hard, tears 
were dripping down his snout like 
a fountain. He reached out and 
dried his tears on my SLEEVE! 

“Hello, my dear niece and 
nephews, my most delicate cheese 
niblets,” Uncle Samuel bawled. 
“Thank goodness you’ve arrived in 
time for the CCfCIllOTiy ! ” 
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The Very Saddest 


of Ceremonies 


E 



“Certainly, certainly,” I replied. 
“Um, Uncle Samuel . . . what 
exactly is this all about?” 

Uncle Samuel wPep his tears on 

the collar of my JKCKET. 

aaaaaaa 5(?(? ^ aaaaaaaaa aaaa^> 

it’s so sad . . . the very sad dost of ceremonies!” 

“Yes, so I see, but what kind of CcrciHOIVy 
is it?” I asked. 

Uncle Samuel dried more tears on my 
JKCKET pocket. ‘ 

I can’t explain it. I’ll just end up 
crying harder!” 

“i understand. But 

could you at least tell us what 
the is called?” I 

asked desperately. 

Uncle Samuel IV his snout on my tie. 

(>Oocioooooooooo 0ooooooo0 oohhhhW, 
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The Very Saddest 


of Ceremonies 


all right, 1 will explain it. 
Brrrrgggghhh,” he said, blowing 
his snout one last, long time. 

I couldn’t take it anymore. 

My jacket was drenched with 
his tears and my tie was green with his snot! 
“What ceremony is it? Just tell us!” 

i ‘V)^^ , 6i0uUUV)Ut)UUU06f 6 , UuuuuUUUUU uUUUh, 
since you insist, I will tell you: Uncle 
Bigwig Stingysnout has left us! That is, he’s 
missing. ... I mean, he’s disappeared. . . . 
Well, I mean, he pa//ed away!” 

“Whaaaat?” Thea, Trap, Benjamin, and I 
shouted. 

iiG UmA passed away?” I asked. This 
was straws i i had no idea who Uncle Bigwig 
was. I looked at Thea, Trap, and Benjamin, 
They shrugged. None of us knew him! 

At that moment, a lightning bolt struck a 
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The Very Saddest 


of Ceremonies 




few feet from us, illuminating the 
castle with a very SINISTER light. 

“Eeeeeeeeek! This weather is 

downright terrifying!” I squeaked. 
Uncle Samuel, on the other paw, 
was pleased. “I absolutely &dov6 this 
weather! You see, when lightning strikes, 
there is no need to turn on the lights, 
and we can save money on our electric bill! ” 
“Uncle Samuel, can you please let us in?” 
Thea asked impatiently. “It’s raining cats and 
rats out here!” 

Uncle Samuel just giggled. 

There will be no need to ta ke 
a slower, and we can save 
money on our water bill!” 

I rolled my eyes. There 
was no reasoning with 
this rodent. 


‘Splendid! 




But Just Who Was 
Uncle Bigwig? 


Uncle Samuel let us in and us 

down a HQBfl HBBBBBa. which had no 
electricity (to save money!). To the way, 
he held up a five-armed candelabra with just 
OWE candle in it (to save money, of course!). 

The castle seemed much more run-down 
than the last time I’d seen it. 

It really was in need of some 
, R & S~0 RA^iONi Drops of watcr were 
"failing from the ceiling, the floors were full 
of [SIQIDQS, and the walls were molcU/. 

“So, Uncle Samuel,” Thea began, “just 
how old was ^Lgwup.” 

Uncle Samuel murmured, “Um . . . maybe 
sixty ... or seventy ... no, he was eighty!” 
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But Just Who Was 




Uncle Bigwig? 


“What kind of work did cilwdk %Lgwig, do?” 
Trap asked. 

“Uhm . . . maybe a painter ... or a 

lifeguard ... no, no, he was a lawyer!” 

“Where did bigwig, live?” Benjamin 

inquired. 

“Um . . . maybe in Mousefort Beach . . . 
or San Mouscisco . . . no, no, he lived in 
Scantytown!” 

“So who exactly was fyndb %Lgjjuig?” I 

demanded. 

“Oh, Uncle Bigwig was the heir to ALL 
THE Stingysnout property!” Uncle Samuel 
said quickly. “It was all his! Even 
this castle belonged to him!” 

I found this all very 
strange! How could this 
castle belong to a mouse none 
of us had ever heard of? 
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The Stilton Family 


Finally, we arrived in the enormouse banquet 
hall. All the relatives were gathered there — 
the Ctftiifo-ns and the StincjijAjiciutA. First 
we saw Aunt and Uncle KiiufpaVs 

with the twins, SfiJYieakette and Squeaky. 
Grandma R©S@ was there, too. She had left 
Grandpa ttayfur to care for the farm so that 
she could take part in the ceremony (which 
showed how important this ceremony was!). 

In the middle of the room, standing tall, 
was ^tyoMdjpjou °HiELoum As soon 

as he saw me, he squeaked, “Well, well, well. 
Grandson. You’re late as usual! Come on, 
move those paws!” 

Next to Grandfather William were 
ipTcyUA, Aunt and Uncle <£Mvfur. 
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The Stilton 




Family 


And of course Uncle Gagrat and Uncle 
Worrywhiskers never missed a big family 
event. 


Suddenly, someone BLAiTID a 



toy trumpet in my ear. I almost jumped V 

out of my fur. “ AAAAAAGGGGHHHHH!” 

Once my ears stopped ringing, I shouted, 

WHO DID TH4T? 

Naturally, it was Uncle Goi^Pol't, who 
is famouse for being the family prankster! 
“Got ya again, Geronimo!” he said 


triumphantly. 

Trap giggled. “Good one! Germeister is 
such a Traidy mouse!” 

I turned BfD with 

As you’ve probably guessed, Trap and Uncle 
Gagrat come from the same branch of the 
family tree. 
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Uncle Bigwig’s 
Last Will & 
Testament 


Uncle Samuel announced, “It is time for 
Larry Legalmouse, Uncle Bigwig’s lawyer, to 
read the umM.” 



Larry Legalmouse entered. He was a skinny 
mouse who wore tiny spectacles on the tip 
of his snout. He consulted a 
8 ^ Pi IS of papers, cleared his 
^ 6 throat, and ^regan. 

“Ahern, well, 

here we are, 

right, rather, I 
mean, as it Stands, 
considering, let r^e 

clarify, $o that. 
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Uncle Bigwig’s Last 



Will & Testament 


despite the fact, be that 3$ it r^3y , surely, 
but, however ...” 

A rumble of impatience rose from the 
and families. 

Finally, Trap shouted, “ Enough of this 
legal mumbo jumbo! Just cut to the cheese 
already!” 

“Now, now, I know you’re all 3HX[ou$ to 
hear what’s in the will, but there’s no need 
to be rude!” the lawyer declared. “Ju$t ON0 
MilNute!” Then he cleared his throat and 
began to read the (amM\ 

"i. Bigwig StirJ$y$Nout, leave all that 
I own to.. 


The whole family whispered, “To . . . ?” 


"i, Bjgwi^ StiN^y^Nout, leave all that 


I own to.. 

The whole family 



: “To 


whooooooooommmm?” 


31 






Uncle Bigwig’s Last 


j ( Will & Testament 


“I, StiN^NOut, heir of the 

Stingysnout estate, leave all that I OWN, by 
which i i^eaN PeNNy PiNcher castle, to UNcle 
Samuel aNd UNcle Samuel aloNe!” 

“YES!” (Jude ^aililiel exclaimed. 
“Uncle Bigwig left me the C^lSCl£l£!” He 
pumped his paw in the air like a mouseling 
at a mouseketball game. 





t eul, 

A&w c^l/w 99ti-ny,yM eul 
eilale, league alllAal 
l9own, Ay. w/UcA 
9P&mtyi PfyncAtejt 'if < pa&9e J 

lo Uncle dda/mmd and 
^l/mde d/amae/a/an e / 


M. 


rc/y , 


nacre 


mmirnoal 


rjotaimy 


$ 




















Uncle Bigwig’s Last 


^ Will & Testament 


I found this all quite -ITftANOEl 

Uncle Samuel cleared his throat. 

“In order to celeUrsf^ my new 
ownership of the C^lSOHE, I want 
to offer a drink to everyone: A NICE 
GLASS OF WATER, which will refresh 
you (and help save money).” 

I sighed. So did the rest of the family. 

Then Uncle Samuel ANNOUNCED, 
“Then I will give a short — I mean very, very, 
very short — in fact, the very shortest of 
euLOGies in honor of our dear Uncle Bigwig!” 

With that, he bCQiM a long, very long, in 
fact, one might say it was the loooooooooo 
ooooooooooooooooooooongest of speeches. 

“I will be brief, no, very brief, no, the 
briefest, I will not make a long speech — no, 
no, no, what I mean to say is that I don’t 
want to bore you with my words, I will not 
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Uncle Bigwig’s Lasty _ Will & Testament 

--- w^t - 


keep you all here when you no doubt have 
better things to do, no, I will not speak for 
hours and hours and hours and hours and 

hours and hours and hours and hours and 

hours and hours and hours and hours and 

hours and hours and hours and hours and 

hours and hours and hours and hours and 

hours, telling you all sorts of things that 
you don’t care about, things that might be 
boring, things that might interest only me, 
what I mean is, things that are from my 
point of view, things I feel, things I notice, 
things I perceive, things you would avoid 
hearing if you could, well, what I am trying 
to say is that today I will not make a boring, 
rather very boring, in fact the most boring 
of funeral speeches, I imagine that if I did, 
you might fall asleep, ha, ha, ha, I realize 
that maybe you don’t want to hear me, so I 
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will be brief, no, I will be very brief, you will 
see how quickly my speech will end, I will 
be as quick as a gerbil on a wheel, I will only 
say a few, no, very, very few, no the fewest 
of words, only important things, what is 
essential, things that are basic, so I will repeat 
(as I have already said, 1 said it already, didn’t 
I? I think I did, I think I told you already, 
of course, so, as I have already said . . .) so 
I repeat that I will be very brief, because I 






















know long speeches are boring and I don’t 
want to bore you, no, no, no, absolutely not, 
there is no way that I plan to bore my dear 
relatives, family is the most important thing 
in the world, ha, ha, ha, even though we are 
talking about death, your happiness is very 
important to me, so I will make a short and 
painless speech, I will try to sum up in a few, 
rather very few, that is, the fewest of words, 
the basic concepts, as it were. So as I was 
saying, it is time to bury Uncle Bigwig!” 









Very Strange 
Indeed! 


Even though the Speech was incredibly 
long and boring, I managed to stay awake. 
And I noticed that Uncle Samuel didn’t say 
specific about Uncle Bigwig. 

I found that quite 

As I chatted with the other Stilton and 
Stingysnout relatives, I noticed that TJOTj 
Of tB&Tiri seemed to know Uncle 
Bigwig. As far as I could tell, the only one 
who knew him was U n C 1 e §a TVlU e 1 . 

I found that very strange! 

Out of curiosity, I went to look in the 
Stingysnouts 5 family aP^um, which listed all 
the relatives — including their first names, 
last names, and BdBDBBQQBdB But 


38 





Very Strange* + ^y-. Indeed! 


the album was missing! 

UUR-O Ud lU? 

VOU? 

V0h>77 

f \X)l-^7 t 7 c ? 



I found it all very, very srr^n^ut! 

Uncle Samuel moaned, “ Ooohhh, poor, 
dear Uncle Bigwig! How he will be missed!” 
He accompanied us to a room next to the 
banquet hall. A COFFIN sat in the center 
of the room. Then he left, closing the door 
behind him. 

Although I didn’t remember Uncle Bigwig, 
I was still saD that he was gone. So I headed 
toward the COFFIN to pay my respects. 

Now, as you know, dear reader, I am not 
the most coordinated of rodents. Without 
meaning to, i tripped and bumped into 
the coffin. That was how I discovered it was 
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Very Strange 


Indeed! 



so light it almost seemed . . . (MM}!?©©! 

I extended my PclW to see why it was so 
light (i), but right at that moment, (Jude 
^alUUel returned and yelled, “Geronimo, 
stop, what are you doing? Dofl t touch 
that!” (2' f He was so alarmed he tripped, 
too! He bumped into the coffin and 
accidentally pushed it off the table — onto 
my paws! (3) 






Very StrangeIndeed! 


«@®0®®®®@{iS3MUi 

shrieked. (4) But before I could move . . . 

“No One touch the coffin!” Uncle Samuel 
commanded. “Uncle Bigwig . . . ummm . . . 
has left us because of a very contagious 
disease . . . er, cLCUte r&titis!” 


I was truly shocked. I had never, ©V©r 
heard of acute ratitis! 

I found that very strange indeed! 






Sweet Dreams! 



By this time, it was quite la.'te at night, and 
it was pouring rain outside. 

“It’s too late for a burial now,” Thea 
declared. 

“Quite right, my little CHEESE PUFF,” 
said Grandfather William. Thea was his 
favorite grandchild. “We will bury Uncle 
Bigwig DMORROW!” 

Uncle Samuel 
reluctantly agreed. 

(He’d probably 
figured out 
a way to save 
money by burying 
Uncle Bigwig in 
the middle of the 











( 


I 



night!) He 
led us up a 
creaky staircase 
to our rooms. He 


was holding his usual five¬ 
armed silver candelabra with 
only one lit candle, because there 
was no electricity in the castle. 

As we climbed, I couldn’t help noticing that 
the candle’s flame cast gloomy shadows 
on the walls. I heard Uncle Samuel whisper 
under his breath, “I can’t bear to think of 
how much money this candle is costing me!” 


i 
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SOUTH SIDE 


/ 


\ 



(Penny Pincher Castle 

4 ^ - . i 4 


1. Entrance 

2. Sitting room 

3. Kitchen 

4. Bedroom 

5. Banquet hall 

6. Great hall 

7. Uncle Samuel's study 

8. Bathroom 

9. Living room 

10. Hallway 
I I. Bedroom 

12. Treasure room 





































































NORTH SIDE 

1. Well 

2 , Pantry 
^3-7. Bedrooms 


8-9. Bathrooms 
10. Aunt Chintz«na*s 
study 
I I. Attic 






















Uncle ?attiuel 

accompanied Thea, Trap, 
and Benjamin to their 
rooms. Then he led me a 
bit farther to a 0RRK 
ffDDR , murmuring, “For 
you, Jlzo.\r nephew, I have 
saved the h&St room . . . 
the room where our 
i< j)r- ’-:U 4 used to 
sleep. That’s right — it’s 
Uncle Bigwig’s old room!” 

THem He BLew his snout 
oni Niy tie. 


I muttered, “Er, thank 
you, Uncle Samuel, but I can 
sleep somewhere else —” 
“No, no, no, I iflSiST. 
You will sleep here!” He 
opened the door, and the 


Sweet 


Dreams! 



room lit up (well, barely, since we 
only had one candle). The 
walls were covered with 
peeling paint. In the 
middle of the room 
was a very, very old 
bed that wobbled 
on just three legs. 

Uncle Samuel 

BLew his sniout 
on tHe sieeve 
op nny jacKet. 







Sweet 


Dreams! 



“Poor Uncle Bigwig . . . Everything is just 
the way he left it before he . . . well, you 
know . . . before he 

With that he left, muttering, “Good night, 
JitoX Nephew. A bit of advice: Don ’t think 
too much about our dear Don’t 

worry about catching acute ratitis. Don’t 
think about the fact that this was his ROOM 
And don ’t think about the fact that he nei 
right here in this bed. Don’t think about the 
fact that we will him tomorrow, 

and don’t think about the legend of Penny 
Pincher Castle — you know, the one about it 
being full of ^IlCStS. I guess what I mean 
is . . . sweet dreams!” 

sepore He Lept, He BLew his sniout oni tHe 
couar of nny jacket. 

“Uncle, don’t you have a tissue?” I groaned. 

He nodded mournfully. “I do have one, but 
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Sweet 


Dreams! 


I don’t want to use it up!” 

Once he was gone, I slipped under the 
covers fully clothed. I was eez lfl<) my 
tail off! 

I tried to think happy thoughts. But it was 
hard. “Oh, for the love of all that's warm 
and cheesy . . . what P)°U56 t)UP]p5!” I 
I had the mouse bumps because: 

a) I was in the dark! Uncle Samuel took 
the candle with him (to save money!). 

b) It was terribly cold! The flames 
in the fireplace weren’t real, but were 
painted on (to save money!). 

c) I kept hearing creepy noises! 

The windows creaked. The glass was broken 
and hadn’t been repaired (to save money!). 

d) I was petrified! It was so drafty 
the curtains blew around and looked 
like ghosts! 
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Night Frights! 


I tried to sleep, but I couldn’t. I was TOO 

AFRAID! 

It was a dark and stormy night. [iGHTNiNG 
BOLTS lit up the windows and cast SPOOKY 
shadows over the room. The wind whistled 
and seemed to whisper: VGWig 

vGm ///aG 

I decided to go down to the kitchen to 
make myself some hot tea. Maybe I wouldn’t 
be so terrified if I had a nice, full belly. 

I tiptoed down the CB-&IT 1 staircase. 
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feeling my way carefully, because I didn’t 
have a candle. I was almost glad of the 
darkness . . . who knows what horrors would 
have been visible if it had been light? 

At last, I arrived in the kitchen. Thank 
goodness! 

Just then, I heard someone pawing around 
behind the corner — and a monstrous 
shadow appeared on the wall! A huge, 
threatening paw was reaching for me! It 
looked like the claw of an enormouse cat! 
“Wh-who’s there?” I cried. 

What could it be? 

From behind the corner, out popped — 

, Trap, and Benjamin! 

JHuh? You’re here, too?” they yELPI 

“Huh? You’re here, too?” I yELPED. 

“We wanted to make some hot ,” my 
sister explained. 



































































Night 


Frights! 



It turned out making hot t€cl was easier 
said than done! We looked through all the 
cupboards and found only one tea bag, 
which, naturally, had been used! 

While we ttRATEP up 
the water, I decided to confide 
in my family. “There’s something 
bizarre about that coffin. It is way too 
light. It’s very strdNger 
“Hmm, well, why don’t we go check it 
out?” Thea suggested. That’s my sister for 
you. She’s totally fearless! 

I at the thought. The idea 

of touching that thing made my fur stand 

on en<f. 

But not Thea’s, She S into the 

room with the coffin She felt around in 
the dark until she found it. Then she lifted the 
cover and cried out, “iT'g EmPTyyyyyyyyyyr 
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Night 


Frights! 





« 

\ 





ji-mryyyyyyfir 


^^^yyyyrrf 





Stop, You Little 
Fur Ball! 

tKE corns IS EMPTY! 

Thea squeaked in disbelief. 

“Wh-wh-what?” I stammered. “The coffin 
is empty?” I gulped. “Does that mean Uncle 
Bigwig has come back to LIFE ?! Maybe — 
maybe he’s a zombie!” 

“Creepy cheese curls, where is Uncle 
Bigwig?” Trap 

“What if Uncle Bigwig never existed?!” 
Benjamin whispered. 

At that moment, 1 glimpsed a shadow 
slipping by us. By this time, my nerves were 
totally shattered. “ 

I shrieked. 
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Stop, You Little 


Fur Ball! 


The was as quick as lightning. 

Faster than the mouse who ran up the clock, 
it toward the corridor. 

But Trap grabbed it by the L.cJlL “Stop, 
you little fur ball!” 

We lit a candle, which PCVCdftCD a snout 
with hazel-colored fur and bushy white 
eyebrows. 

“WHAAAAAAT?” we all shouted in shock. 

















Stop, You Little 


Fur Ball! 





“\Wia/V OU 


doing 





Xnd^ isth£ 


coiiht 


empty 


9” 



w t\e e*p' aining t0 do -■ 

^ xV ^ ea 


deav s - 


\ think 
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It Was All a 
Trick! 


“Forgive you?!? Why?” Thea demanded. 

“Just what Jo Joh ne eJ to c A/>] a ‘nV? 
Trap asked, looking skeptical. 

By this time, we had made quite a ruckus. 
One by one, our other family members began 
trickling into the room. After a few minutes, 
all the and all the Stingy A/iaiitA 

had arrived. 

We listened in silence while Samuel 
tearfully tried to explain. “Okay, I will tell 
you everything — absolutely everything!” 

He took a deep breath before continuing. 
“A few weeks ago, I found an ancient scroll 
in one of the drawers in the CRCclt 11911. 
When I found this ( . I was afraid that I 
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It Was All 



a Trick! 


would have to share the castle with all of the 
StingyAjiaut£ and all of the 
Uncle Samuel sobbed. “I am old, and I have 
lived my whole life in this Castle. This is 
my home, and I am very attached to these 
walls! I was afraid of losing my home. Do 
you understand? I was so afraid I made up 
Uncle Bigwig and said he was the SOLE heir 
to the Stingysnout fortune. But Uncle Bigwig 
never existed! I TOetendu he left everything 
to me — I pretended he was DEAD . . . and I 
invited you all here for this fake ceremony 
to read his fake will, in which I made believe 
that he left me the castle.” 

Everyone stared at him in disbelief. Finally, 
Grandfather William found his squeak. “You 
mean, it was all fakeV” 

..yesss ssssij t uaS a U faaaaafre/» 

Uncle Samuel screeched. “No one has died! 
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It Was All 



a Trick! 



As of today, on the occasion of the marriage 
of Cheddar Cheapskate Stingy snout and 
Serena Stilton, the Stingysnout andStilton 
families are hound together, ‘from this day 
forward, they promise their eternal friendship. 

With this scroll, Cheddar and Serena 
declare that just as their love will last 
for eternity, so too will these families 
forever Befriends. 'They will share the 
castle in which their love did flourish. 

And so Cheddar and Serena leave this castle ' 
to all the descendants of the Stingysnout and 
Stilton families, so that they may always live 
together in harmony, fust as we two do. 

In good faith, 

Cheddar and Serena 













It Was All 


a Trick! 



Can you ever forgive me, my dear relatives?” 

Thea shook her snout. “You found out 
the castle belonged to ALL OF US, and you 
wanted to keep it 3LL ^OR yOuRSSL ? 
That’s terrible. Uncle Samuel.” 

No one knew what to do next. So all 
the and all the Istuicjtf&jicnitA 

except me and [Jncie £amue| shut themselves 
into the banquet hall to figure it out. 

I stayed with (jllt'le Qaihuel to keep him 
company. He had been incredibly selfish, it’s 
true, but I didn’t want to leave him atOTie. 

Uncle Samuel didn’t say a word. He just 
wept quietly. 

Finally the door burst open, and the family 
filed back into the room. 

Trap ANNOUNCED, “The family has 
decided to forgive you, but...” 

Thank you, thank you!” 
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It Was All 



Uncle Samuel rejoiced. 

“, .. but we have a few conditions,” Trap 
continued. “First, you need to pe/tope the 
castle. Next, you must invite ALL of us to 
spend our vacations here!” Trap paused. 
“And finally, you will pay for our room and 
board.” 

There was a moment’s silence. Then Uncle 
Samuel muttered, “Restore the castle? Invite 
guests? Pay for your vacations?” His fur had 
turned paler than a slice of Swiss. “I see. 
So — you want to bankrupt me\” 
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How About a Few 
Jokes? 


Benjamin and I helped Uncle Samuel up 
when he C9VV1C to . There was a moment of 
silence. Then Uncle Gagrat Stilton shouted, 
“Why so down in the snout, everyone? Never 
fear, Uncle Gagrat is here to lift your spirits! 
How about a few jokes?” 


************************** 

* a Mouse waLtt itrto a booMtow a«v aS«, * 

* -now MUCH W t«« boo*. 4 T»o««wp am one 
NigteS?" SKtteuW aHSweM, "THat U be 
■tv/fiNty bouaRS, Sir.’ 

Ths House tHiHRS about it 

* t«eM RfipLieS, "Twat'S too huch. How huch ^ 
£oR JuSt OH6 tH® Mt^HtS? 

************************ ** 
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How About 


a Few Jokes? 

Fuat'S a cat's «ott°? * 

Tae wonst tmnSS In Li« aw (was! 

iV yy 

Mat toes a cat neap i« t»e morninS? 

* A newspaper! * 

*****sm****************** 

All of the cfyiito-ni laughed — but none 
of the did! 

Uncle Gagrat giggled. “Okay, here’s 
another one for you. ...” 


* 



* 


My po Lazy Rats bat<e bReap? 
If Because twey want to u>a$i 


* 

t 







How About 



a Few Jokes? 


All of the dtfti/fcm laughed — but none 
of the did! 

Uncle Gagrat pretended not to notice. He 
continued: 


l*****************.^.^.^ 

Mat poes a Host say wHew He MaKeS a 

-X- MistaKe? 


“I Mape a boo-bool" 


* 

-X- 

•X- 

■X- 

•X- 


********************^^1 

*************************1 

* how poes a Mouse (eeL a<te* tatiM? a * 

jJjC SHOy/eR? # 

* § Queasy cLead 

************************** 


Once again, all of the Cyti/fcm laughed — 
but none of the $tinjffi&njciutAd\d\ 

Uncle Gagrat rolled his eyes. “Oh, you 
didn’t find that funny? I guess you mice 
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How About 



a Few Jokes? 


didn’t inherit the Stilton funny bone! Don’t 
worry; 1 UJ/// exp fa fa eMe’C^ 1 ' 0 ^ * 3ter * .. 

The Stingysnouts looked at him in 
confusion. They were whispering behind 
their PclWS, like they were trying to figure 
out why Uncle Gagrat was laughing so hard. 
It was obvious they didn’t find his jokes 
funny. And that seemed to make them sad. 

The SADDEST one of all was ClnilrtTiincl, 
Uncle Samuel’s younger sister. Chintzina 
never laughs — Uncle Samuel forbids it. He 

says that laughing is a waste of energy! 

I looked at Chintzina more closely. It was 
hard to tell how old she was. She was dressed 
in drab, patched clothing. She still had 
curlers in her fur. When I thought about it, 
I realized she’d been wearing curlers every 
time I’d seen her! Who knew how she would 
have looked without them? It was as if they 
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How About 



a Few Jokes? 


had become a permanent part of her head. 

Chintzina knits in her spare time. Her 
specialty is MUL W LO socks, 

which she makes out of wool she finds here 
and there. “Put a sock in it, Chintzina! After 
all, that’s the only thing you know how to 
make! Ha ha ha!” Uncle Samuel always 
teases her. 
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<9 

But Who . . . But 
Why?! 


“I don’t get it!” Uncle Gagrat shouted in 
frustration. “Don’t you mice ever laugh? 
What about if someone tlckloy your 
paws with a feather? Not even then. 

I’ll bet!” 

He consulted his favorite book. 

The Wacky Rat’s Joklepedia, and muttered, 
“Hrm, I think there’s a JxsJcjE' in here 
somewhere about — ahh — yes — here it 
is!” He turned to the group and announced, 
“I’d like to dedicate this joke to a very 

Special rodent, our dear Chint^iinc]!” 
g-peciyU special/ S? eC T kl! 
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But Who . . . 



But Why?! 



Wnat IS Osin TRaP’S $avoRite $oop? ^ 

VRanMuRteRS! 

t************************* 

All of the dtfti/tonA laughed — but none 

of the Stm^^AfUBirtAdid! 

Until Aunt Chintzina 

shot her eyes, 

wrinkled her lips, 


ccipfec/ hen wHsKcps, 

and opened hep pjoath- 

1 thought she was about to sneeze, but 
instead . . . 

SHE BURST OUT LAUGHING! 

It was an extraordinary, 
fabumouse laugh! 

In fact, her laughter was so contagious 
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i-lo ho ho/ 


But Who . . . 



But Why?! 




\\ a b^/ 

i 

0 \ \Aa ha /, 

\\ a • ''a/ 




But Who . . . 



But Why?! 


that all the other Sti/igt^AnautA began to 
laugh, too! 

At that moment. Uncle Gagrat whispered, 
“Nephew, I think I’m in fove. . . .” 

“What? When did this happen?” I asked 
him. 

“Just now!” he exclaimed. 

1 looked around. “But with whom?” 1 
asked. 

“With that ^ncfjantirig 

he replied. 

I looked around again. “What enchanting 
creature?” I asked in confusion. 

He pointed one paw at Chintzina. “She is 
the rodent of my dreams! ” 

1 was shocked. “But why?” 

He sighed dreamily. 





But Who . 




But Why?! 
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One Week 
Later... 




For the whole next week, Uncle 
Gagratt:^wfc£«^Aunt Chintzina 
with a vengeance. He was 
determined to win her over. 
First he brought her a box of 
ft- shaped chocolates, but Uncle 
Samuel just shouted, “Eating these 4*vee;t4 
will rot your teeth and cost money at the 
dentist!” 

Poor Chintzina. 

Next Uncle Gagrat tried to 
serenade her from beneath 
her window, but Uncle 
Samuel just shouted, “Save 
your squeak, you silly rodent! 
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Later . . . 


One Week 


,’re wasting your breath and your t.me. 

And time is money!” 

Poor Chintzina. 

Next Uncle Gagrat got her a big bouquet 
of but Uncle Samuel just 

shouted, “Hmph! Why don’t you buy her 
some vegetable seeds instead! At least 
then we could plant the seeds and eat the 
vecetacies to save money!” 

Poor Chintzina. 


Meanwhile, however, her love for CJncie 
Gagrat was growing. 

At the end of the week, much to everyone’s 
surprise, Aunt Chintzina and Uncle Gagrat 

“We have some 

great news! W e Want to get 
fnarried! In fact, we ARE getting 
married ... in a week!” 
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An Artichoke 
Bouquet 


All of the G Tti/to'M and all of the 
%tin^^AixfsuuLtA. were in shock! 

really want to 9 et r ^ r, V?’ 

Thea asked excitedly. 

“In $ (^ee/C?” 



asked Benjamin, his eyes wide. 

“WHAAAAT? How much is that going to 
cost me?” Uncle Samuel shrieked. 

“Are you trying to bankrupt 
me??” Then he FfJHltEE . 

I woke him up. “Uncle 
Samuel, it doesn’t matter 
how much it costs! Look 




An Artichoke 


Bouquet 


at Aunt Chintzina! She’s happy!” 

“Ohh, it’s soooo romantic!” Thea sighed. 


‘They’re just like 
Romeo and Juliet!” 

“First the VACATIONS 
at My GxPGMSG, now 
a meddin^S Uncle 
Samuel complained. 
“My family really 
ES>0>ES want to 
bankrupt me!” 

He pulled out a 
tatteRed notebook 
and began to write 
down all sorts of 
nUmCCRS. “Let’s 
do the math. Dear 
Chin-t^-ina, no 
iheM: You 



*%OM i W fULPEfl 

is a f amous traqecfu written 



By the \English poet and 
playwright Wiffiam 
Shakespeare (1564-1616). 
It tells the story of two 
young lovers whose 
f amilies, the Montagues 
and the Capu fets, keep 
them apart Because of a 
long-standing rivalry. 

















An Artichoke 



Bouquet 


can get married in what you are wearing right 
now — a BATHROBE and cunfiono (to save 
money!). Instead of flowers in your bouquet, 
we can use a bunch of artichokes 
from the neighbors’ garden (to 
save money!). Instead of printing 
wedding invitations, we can write them 
out by paw on a roll 
of toilet paper (to 





save money!). As for decorations, we won’t 
have any cepterpjeces — instead , let’s pick 
bunches of weeds from outside the moat 
(to save money!). And for the wedding O 
l-inqjt I have just the thing! Two 
y that I found in an Easter 
egg. I’ve been saving them for 
years, because I knew they’d be 
useful one day. We won’t have 
a real fece/ifotr, we 


A 









An Artichoke 



Bouquet 


can eat in the kitchen (to save money!). It’ll 
be JUSt the three of us: you, your husband. 


and me (to save money!). And here’s the 



Wedding Menu: 

Appetizer: 1 bean! 


First course: 1 piece of spaghetti 
with 1 drop of tomato sauce and 
1 basil leaf! 

Second course: 1 shrimp! 

Side dish: 1 leaf of lettuce, dressed 
with 1 drop of oil, 1 drop of vinegar, 
and 1 grain of salt! 

Dessert: 1 crumb of cake and 
1 chocolate! 


i 

i 


Followed by: 1 drop of coffee! 

Drinks: Unlimited water 
(from the faucet)! 

















An Artichoke 



Bouquet 



Tri&Ylif I’ve drawn up (to save money!) 

But Chintzdna was sick of being 
bossed around by her cheapskate 
brother. She put her paw down. 

“This is going to be the happiest day of my 
life!” she declared. “I want a real WedciMff 
fecep£i<m\ 1 want to share my joy with all 
of the rodents I hold dear. I’m going to 
invite all of the nfti/tom and all of the 
%tin^^AjxxsuuitA. so I can share everything I 
have. means sharing what you have, 

however IclPCe or small it may be!” 

Uncle Samuel buried his snout in his paws. 
“First the vacations at my expense, then 
the and now the 

tece^£t<m\ You all really, 
really, really do want to 
bankrupt me!” 

He FMtffEB again. 
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My, How You’ve 
Changed! 


When we woke up the next day, Chinf^iincl 
was nowhere to be found. 

“Where is my sisteeeeerrrrrrr???” Uncle 
Samuel shrieked. 

Trap giggled. “She went to New Mouse 
City. She said she needed to buy things for 
the wedding . . . lots of things!” 

Uncle Samuel turned MtnlBTtiK than fresh 













My, How 



You’ve Changed! 


mozzarella. Instinctively, his paw reached 
for his wallet. “C-b-buy things? F-f-for the 
wedding? L-l-lots of things?” 

Trap nodded, smirking. “Uh-huh. And 
Chintzina didn’t go alone. She was with her 
friends: all of the Cyti/fcm and all of the 
%tinj^4jveiutA\ She said she had to go to 
the FURDRESSER .. . to the ... to the 

taiLOR ... to the ff&kMi ... to the perfume 
shop . . . to the jewelry stcrc . . . and also to —” 

Uncle Samuel cut him off with a sbdek. 
“Noooooooooo! How much is all that going 
to cost me? You meddling mice are really 
trying to bankrupt me!” 

He paced nervously for hours, waiting 
for Chintzincl to return. When she finally 
scampered through the door, he ran to meet 
her. “Chintzina!” he gasped. “You’ve changed 
more than Lady'Rat'Rat at the Mouseiv Music Awards'” 
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chinTZinA 3oes to The cit^ 

-_ l _ _ __ 






Then she got contact 
lenses and went to the 
furdresser for a furcut. 



Now she has a 


chic new do! 


i 










After that, Chintzina went to 
the flower shop to pick a 
bouquet for the wedding. 




Then she went to the jewelry 
store and bought a new necklace. 



Finally, she went to 
the perfume shop to 
get a new scent! 



Now she feels like a real 
glamour mouse! 
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Love Is the Best 
Beauty Secret! 


The rodent in front of us was unrecognizable. 

it waschinczina... 

but ic wasn’t... 

but it was! 

“Yes, Tve changed, Samuel,” she said, 
smiling. “This morning I got up and said to 
myself, ‘Enough with these curlers!’ So I 
made a few changes. What do you think?” 

Samuel opened his snout to ask, “What 
did all this cost?” But before he could, Uncle 
Gagrat t\iw lunseif adoring at. W 
pavs. “Dear Chintzina, I thought you were 
beautiful before, but now you are really 

Stunning!” 


‘It’s true, you look” said Thea 
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Love Is the Best ^£^4 Beauty Secret! 


approvingly. “That new fur do really brings 
out the sparkle in your eyes! ” 

Chintzina gave Uncle Gagrat a kiss on 
the whiskers. “Dearest Gagrat, it’s not the 
clothes, the jewelry , and the per Outlie that 
make me look so beautiful! Your faith in me 
has helped me regain faith in myself! You’ve 
helped me REALTzE that the best beauty 
secret in the world is love!” 

“Huh?” Uncle Samuel snorted, “love? A 
beauty secret?” 




, yes,” Chintzina sighed, 
“love changes you 
inside and out — 
and the best part 
is, it’s^ftee! 




Love Is the Best 



Beauty Secret! 


Uncle Samuel stammered, “Y-yes, but the 
clothes, jewelry, and all the rest aren’t 
and who will F<1Y for it? Chintzina doesn’t 
have a dime!” 

I was outraged at Uncle Samuel’s shoddy 
treatment of his sister. So I stepped forward 
and said, “I will pay for it! Consider it my 
weddmf fifi to Aunt Chintzina.” 

Uncle Gagrat shook his snout. “That’s 
very kind of you, Nephew, but I will pay. I 
am fl&pp^ to make my future WW6 happy.” 

But Chintzina put out her paws to both 



Fashion for 
All Mice 


































Love Is the Best 



Beauty Secret! 


of us. “Thank you, Geronimo. Thank you, 
Gagrat. You are true pentfemice. But 
I don’t need your help — I can pay for it on 
my own!” 

“That’s right!” Thea SHOUTED 

“She can pay for it on her own!” 

Uncle Samuel opened his eyes wide. 
“Huh? On her own? How?” 

Aunt Chintzina giggled under her whiskers. 
“This morning, when I went out with my 
I visited all of the boutiques in the 
city. And ^ueSS Avliat, Anhliel? I only know 































Love Is the Best 


VBeauty Secret! 


how to make SOCkS, but a lot of rodents 
like my socks! They are really 
in New Mouse City right now!” 

Thea turned on the television. A 
journalist appeared and 3NNOUHC€p ? 
“A new trend has spread through the city: 

MULTICOLORED socks! All the 

trendiest rodents simply MUST have a pair! 
The trend began this morning at the most 
fashionable boutique in the city. It seems 
that the socks are the work of a certain 
Chinizind We are 

searching for her so she can give us an 
interview!” 

A moment later, the phone rang: It was 
jJCMI/LholUite looking for Chintzina! Every 
boutique on Mouse Island wanted to buy 
her socks. And the ba.nlc wanted to offer 
her a loan to open her own sock boutique! 
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Love Is the Best ^^4 Beauty Secret! 


“Way to go, clnintzina! Sock it to ’em?” 

cried Trap, giving her a hearty slap on the back. 
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£ooJ for you... 

Love is tjood for ijom! It warms ijoar heart. 

Hes, love^ets ijoa off to a^reat start! 
you’ll find ij oar self Smiling if Love tjoa learn — 
Happiness, jotj, and contentment ijoa’U earn. 

Love ij oars elf above all. 

Rich or poor’s not important at all. 

Inside ijoar heart, tjoa’ll find life’s trae measure — 
boa’ll discover love is ijoar greatest treasure! 

If Uota love the world and those aroand tjoa, 
boa’ll find that friends surround tjoa. 









Lo' ,e 

Give them tjoMr tr^st, respect 
their feelings. 

yoi^’Lt see Love can do all Kinds of 

| 

Love the nature that sarroands ijoa; 

Flowers, fields, and oceans aroand tjoa! 

Even a small insect should be respected. 

•RLL’s worth lovinfj, nothing neglected! 

Love is $ood for ijoa! It warms ijoar heart. 

Hes, love <jets ijoa off to a^reat start! 
yoa’ll find ijoarself smiling if love ijoa learn — 
Happiriess,jotj, and contentment ijoa’U earn. 












How About a 
Dance? 


The day of the wedding was upon us in 
no time. The ceremony was beautiful, and 
the food at the reception was wJvujJtey-- 
My cousin Trap eookecf jk>i® 
everyone. He might be a trickster, but he’s 
also a^a&cimmtAechef! 

After the meal, the muOuO began. 

It was right at that moment that I smelled 
some sweet F@§e perfume. A high-pitched 
squeak screeched in my ear: “Hi, Geronimo! 
Nice ceremony, isn’t it?!” 

It was StingySnout, Stevie’s 

journalist cousin! Her furdo was combed 
into a fluffy pompadour and she had a Fed 
F©§© pinned in front of her ear. She was 
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How About 



a Dance? 


wearing a black dress with a heart-/ha ped 
pendant inscribed with her initials, Z.S. On 
her paws were high heels that looked 

like they’d crush your toes if she happened 
to step on them. 

“You’re right, Zelda,” I replied. “Chintzina 
and Uncle Gagrat make a great couple!” 

Zelda winked at me. “Don’t you think we 
would make a great COUplG, Geronimo? 
How about a dance?” 



.Name • %c\&a 
Casi name: Siing^snoui 
©ho she i$: £3 distant 
relate of Geronimo Stilton 
Profession: Somrnalist + She 
writes l\[Q “Romantic Rodent” 
column for The Daily Rat , 
rioal newspaper of The 
Rodent's Gazette . 
Distinguishing characteristics: 
She always wears a red rose 
in her furdo. 








Hooray for die 












































How About a Dance? 


Before I could reply, Zelda grabbed my 
paw and dragged me out to the middle of 
the dance floor. 

“Make spaaaace!” she shrieked to the 
rodents around us. Then she pulled me into a 
Sweeping waltz, making me spin around 
like a top! 
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Martial Arts?!? 


Desperate to make conversation as we 
PAH & ED, I asked -^eleht, “ So, you’re an 
expert on FgffUslfHsS, right? What do you 
do during your free time? D° you Write 
poetry? paint? Embroider?” Those were 
the most romantic hobbies I could think of. 

“Of course not!” Zelda exclaimed. “Those 
are way too tame for a sportsmouse like me! 
I am a practitioner of MHRTIHL HRT5,” 
MHRTiHL HRTS?” I asked, surprised. 
“Really?” 





Martial 



Arts? !? 


“You betcha!” Zelda responded. “Here, let 
me show you. ... - j* aaa ^ilv^ aaaaaa aaaa 
Before I could protest, Zelda began 
demonstrating her karate moves. 

First she stuck a finger in my 

Then she flung her paws against my CHEST. 

Next she boxed my ears with the purse. 

i fell flat on mg snout in the middle of 

the room. 

She twirled around. “Haaiiiyaaaa!!!” 
she shouted, stepping on my tail with her 

STEEL heels. 

^ aa Vuyaaaa^ 




Martial 


Arts?!? 



I lay on the floor, moaning like a gerbil 
who’d fallen off his wheel. 

“Oh, dear!” Zelda cried. “For such 
a handsome mouse, you are awfully 
F11AGIL1!!! But have no fear. Your Zelda- 
bear will take good care of you!” 

When they saw me curled up on the floor, 
all the relatives fathered around and began 
gossiping. 

“What happened?” 

“Well, it looks like r^emntmo wants to 
marry ^ehiee. He got down on his paws to 
propose!” 

“Oh, that’s so rmmntkn ” > > 

“So there’s going to be another 

“Well, no, you see, she PtotCTtO him. ...” 

“Oh! I heard he’s already dating 
someone. . . .” 

“Yes, a certain Petunia PJcewt'# Pawf. . . .” 
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Martial 


Arts?!? 



“What a fickle rodent he is!” 

“Yes, Zelda is really mad. . . . She stepped 
on his tail with her STEEL heels. . . 

“Poor Geronimo . . 

At first, I was too weak to protest. But as 
soon as I got my breath back, I ijcllctl 
with the last of my energy, “Oh, for the love 
of cheese, 1 don’t want to get married! 
That is, er, I don’t want to marry zelda r 

Zelda put her paws on her hips. “Is that 
so, Geronimo? Well, that’s good, because I 
wouldn’t marry you if you were the (clSt 

rodent on Mouse 
Island!” She turned her 
tail and stomped off, her 
steel heels clicking. 

I sighed with teltd . 
That Zelda was quite a 
mouse! 
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A Long, Long, 
Long Trip 


I said good-bye to Untie ^ailiUe] and 
all the other who hugged 

me one by one. By now we had become good 
friends! I even said good-bye to ^efalce, who 
had decided to forgive me. She whispered in 
my ear, “So, handsome, when will see each 
other again?” 



ElUSliiKlG, I replied, 
“Good-bye, Zelda. Er, I’m 
sure we’ll see each other 
again — sooner or later!” 

I jumped in Thea’s car to 
LEAVE for New Mouse City. 

“Come on, Thea. We’re 
leaving!” I shouted. 
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Long Trip 


A Long, Long, 



As soon as we drove out of sight, I let out 
a sigh of relief. Zelda meant well, but I am 
way too big a ’fraidy mouse to date her! 

We drove all GIDBCIQ. until finally, at 
dawn, we reached New Mouse City. 

I stopped at home to drop off my bags. I 
took a quick shower, nibbled on a snack 
(hot cheese and a cheddar muffin), and then 
^caTnpeTecl over to The Rodent's Gazette. 

I entered the office UH/TSTUWU . I am 
always in a good mood when I go to work, 
because I lOVe (py job! Plus all the rodents 
who work at the newspaper are my 
I scurried into the editorial office. The 
reporters, photographers, illustrators, and 
designers were all busy in a meeting. 

Who kn °» wl, at then 

squeaking about? 
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I’m a Dead 
Moooouuuuuse! 

What are you sqoe a* rt9 ab ° ot ? 

I asked curiously. 

“Geronimo, while you were away, we 
thought of a new idea.,” Priscilla 
Prettywhiskers answered. 

I smiled. “Great! I love new ideas.” 

“You remember we were supposed to 
C/teoie, a, n>eav Co£amjv?” Priscilla continued. 

“Oh, yes, of course, the new column!” I 
replied. 

“Well, we realized we didn’t have a 
column, so we approached the most famouse 
love expert in all of New Mouse City. She 
used to work for The Daily Rat, but I am 
happy to tell you, Geronimo, that this rodent 
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I’m a Dead 


Moooouuuuuse! 


(who coincidentally is an admirer of yours) 

fuih btiyimL ou embtadr 

A light went off in my head. 

J Rc c !'yt' i 4'?\C£ 

T T7|&sC fani&uso Jf&ye expert? 

CAtv dmiWi' 4 witv&? 

“In fact, I believe she is also one of your 
distant relatives,” Priscilla went on. “Her 
name is . . 
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Moooouuuuuse! 


I’m a Dead 


# 


I leaped up. WHATS HER NAME???’ 

Shorty Tao, Patty Plumprat, Gigi Gogo, 
Merenguita Gingermouse, and Dolly 
Fastpaws all shouted, “Her name is ^ehhi 
!! ” 

“Zelda Stingysnout?” I 
gasped. “Holey cheese, I am 

a DEAD MOUUUUUSEi 

At that moment, I heard a 
familiar squeak. “HCy, aren’t 

you thrilled? I’m coming to work for you! 
Now we can see each other every day! Are 
you happy now, ty&U fTne*'fUAA.ed fellow? 
Kissy kissy kissy, you adoraMe TUouse, yOl* 
fett, y.ou icoeet fiFffe ” 

That was the last thing I heard before I 

fuhjhb 

My staff had to revive me with stinky 

cheese salts. 
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Moooouuuuuse! 


I’m a Dead y 


Well, dear reader, I bet you’d like to know 
what happened once Zelda came to work 
with us. And I’d lilce to tell you. But that’s 
a story for another day, or my name isn’t 
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^'^GeronjBwjWrtaji 


#4 V m Too Fond 
of My Furl 


#5 Four Mice 
Deep in the Jungle 


Don't miss 


adventures! 


#1 Lost Treasure 
of the Emerald Eye 


#2 The Curse 
of the Cheese 
Pyramid 


#3 Cat and 
Mouse in a 
Haunted House 


#10 All Because of 
a Cup of Coffee 


#6 Paws Off, 
Cheddarface! 


#11 It's 
Halloween, You 
'Fraidy Mouse! 


#16 A Cheese- 
Colored Camper 


any of my 
fabumouse 


#15 The Mona 
Mouse Code 


#7 Red Pizzas for 
a Blue Count 


#12 Merry 
Christmas, 
Geronimof 


#3 Attack of the 
Bandit Cats 


#17 Watch Your 
Whiskers, Stilton! 


#13 Shipwreck on 
the Pirate Islands 


#19 My Name Is 
Stilton, Geronimo 
Stilton 


#9 A Fabumouse 
Vacation for 
Geronimo 


#14 The Temple of 
the Ruby of Fire 







































#20 Surf's Up, #21 The Wild, 
Geronimo! Wild West 




#24 Field Trip to #25 The Search 
Niagara Falls far Sunken 

Treasure 




#29 Down and #30 The Mouse 

Out Down Under Island IVLarathon 




#33 Geronimo 
and the Gold 
Medal Mystery 


#34 Geronimo 
Stilton, Secret 
Agent 





#22 The Secret 
of Cacklefur 
Castle 


A Christmas Tale #23 Valentine's 
Day Disaster 



#26 The Mummy 
with No Name 



#23 Wedding 
Crasher 


#27 The 
Christmas Toy 
Factory 



#31 The 
Mysterious 
Cheese Thief 



Christmas #32 Valley of the 
Catastrophe Giant Skeletons 





#35 A Very Merry 
Christmas 


#36 Geronimo's 
Valentine 


#37 The Race 
Across America 












































#38 A Fabumouse 
School Adventure 



#48 The Mystery 
in Venice 



#53 Rumble in 
the Jungle 



#39 Singing #40 The Karate 
Sensation Mouse 




#41 Mighty 
Mount 
Kilimanjaro 


#42 The Peculiar 
Pumpkin Thief 


#44 The Giant 
Diamond Robbery 


#45 Save the 
White Whale! 


#46 The Haunted 
Castle 


#47 Run for the 
Hills, Geronimo! 




#49 The Way of 
the Samurai 


#50 This Hotel is 
Haunted 


#51 The 

Enormouse Peart 
Heist 


#52 Mouse in 
Space! 



if mo Stii/frwi 


#54 Get into 
Gear, Stilton! 



#55 The Golden 
Statue Plot 



lJfrtC StfrtOB 


#56 Flight of the 
Red Bandit 


Special Edition: 
The Hunt for the 
Golden Book 




















































Chetk out 
these exdting 
Then Sisters 
adventures! 



Thea Stilton and the 
Secret City 



Thea Stilton and Ihe 
Mystery In Paris 



Thea Stilton and the 
Dragon's Code 


the 

Ghost of the Shipwreck 


Thea Stilton and the 
Mountain of Fire 



Thea Stilton and the 
Cherry Blossom Adventure 


Thea Stilton and 
Star Castaways 


Big Trouble 
in the Big Apple 



Thea Stilton and the 
Ice Treasure 


Thea Stilton and the Thea Stilton and the Mystery 
Prince's Emerald on the Orient Express 


Thea Stilton and the Thea Stilton and the 

Dancing Shadows Legend of the Fire 

Flowers 


Thea Stilton and the Thea Stilton and the Thea Stilton and the 
Spanish Dance Mission Journey to the Lion's Den Great Tulip Heist 
































The Kingdom 
of Fantasy 



the Quest for 

PARADISE: 


THE RETURN TO THE 
KINGDOM OE FANTASY 



The Amazing 

VOYAGE: 

THE THIRD ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 



The dragon 
Prophecy: 

THE FOURTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 



THE VOLCANO 
of Fire: 

THE FIFTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY' 
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The Journey 
to Atlantis 


The Secret of 
the Fairies 










Meet 

CipMLA von Cacklefijii 



I, Jeronimo have a lot of mouse 

friends, but none as Spooky as my friend 

Creepella VON CaCKIEFUR! She is an 

enchanting and YST6RKM mouse with a pet 
bat named Sitewing. I’m a real ’fraidy 

mouse, but even I think Creepella and her 

family are j l\7 fascinating. I can’t wail 

for you to read all about CREEPELLA in these 
and spectacularly spooky tales! 



#1 The Thirteen #2 Meet Me In #3 Ghost Pirate 

Ghosts Horrorwood Treasure 



#4 Return of the #5 Fright Night 

Vampire 





He is a cavemouse — Geronimo Stilton’s 
ancient ancestor! He runs the stone 
newspaper in the prehistoric village 
of Old Mouse City. From dealing with 
dinosaurs to dodging meteorites, 
his life in the Stone Age is full 
of adventure! 


Staton 


emmet 


■-iTCH YOUR 

TAlU 


#2 Watch Your 
Tail! 


#3 Help, I'm in 
Hot Lava! 


#1 The Stone 
of Fire 


#4 The Fast and 
the Frozen 















Join me and my friends on 
a journey through time in 
this very special edition! 



U f t ( f f M < 


The Journey 
Through Time 









About the Author 


Born in New Mouse City, Mouse 
Island, Ge ron i mo Stilton is 

Rattus Emeritus of Mousomorphic 
Literature and of Neo-Ratonic 
Comparative Philosophy. For the 
past twenty years, he has been 
running The Rodent’s Gazette, New Mouse City’s 
most widely read daily newspaper. 

Stilton was awarded the Ratitzer Prize for his 
scoops on The Curse of the Cheese Pyramid and 
The Search for Sunken Treasure. He has also 
received the Andersen 2000 Prize for Personality of 
the Year. One of his bestsellers won the 2002 eBook 
Award for world’s best ratlings’ electronic book. His 
works have been published all over the globe. 

In his spare time, Mr. Stilton collects antique 
cheese rinds and plays golf. But what he most 
enjoys is telling stories to his nephew Benjamin. 









1. Main entrance 

2. Printing presses (where the books 

and newspaper are printed) 

3. Accounts department 

A. Editorial room (where the editors, 
illustrators, and designers work) 

5, Geronimo Stilton's office 

6. Helicopter landing pad 
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1 he Rodents 
Gazette 




























































Map of New Mouse City 


1. Industrial Zone 

2. Cheese Factories 

3. Angorat International 
Airport 

4. WRAT Radio and 
Television Station 

5. Cheese Market 
6* Fish Market 

7. Town Hall 

8. Snotnose Castle 

9. The Seven Hills of 
Mouse Island 

10- Mouse Central Station 

11. Trade Center 

12. Movie Theater 

13. Gym 

14. Catnegie Hall 

15. Singing Stone Plaza 

16. The Gouda Theater 

17. Grand Hotel 

18. Mouse General Hospital 

19. Botanical Gardens 

20. Cheap Junk for Less 
(Trap's store) 

21. Aunt Sweetfur and 
Benjamin's House 

22. Mouseum of 
Modern Art 

23. University and Library 


24. The Daily Rat 

25. The Rodent's Gazette 

26. Trap's House 

27. Fashion District 

28. The Mouse House 
Restaurant 

29. Environmental 
Protection Center 

30. Harbor Office 

31. Mousidon Square 
Garden 

32. Golf Course 

33. Swimming Pool 

34. Tennis Courts 

35. Curlyfur Island 
Amousement Park 

36. Geronimo's House 

37. Historic District 

38. Public Library 

39. Shipyard 

40. Thea's House 

41. New Mouse Harbor 

42. Luna Lighthouse 

43. The Statue of Liberty 

44. Hercule Poirat's Office 

45. Petunia Pretty Paws's 
House 

46. Grandfather William's 
House 





Tomcat Island 


Panther 

Archipelago 


Hamster islands 


Blue Delphi h- 
. Bay 


iwissvilie 


^5 way 

the Mousific 


Cheddarton 

f ? 

. Mouseport 


Stray 

Cat 

Harbor 


San Mouscisco 1 

4te* v V , S 


New Mouse City 


Mousefort Beach 


Furflung Island 


This way to the Sea of Mice 





Map of Mouse Island 


1 . 

Big ke Lake 

21. 

Lake Lakelake 

2. 

Frozen Fur Peak 

22. 

Lake Lakelakelake 

3. 

Slipperyslopes Glacier 

23. 

Cheddar Crag 

4. 

Coldcreeps Peak 

24. 

Cannycat Castle 

5. 

Ratzikistan 

25. 

Valley of the Giant 

6. 

Transratania 


Sequoia 

7* 

Mount Vamp 

26. 

Cheddar Springs 

8. 

Roastedrat Volcano 

27. 

Sulfurous Swamp 

9. 

Brimstone Lake 

28. 

Old Reliable Geyser 

10. 

Poopedcat Pass 

29. 

Vole Vale 

11. 

Stinko Peak 

30. 

Ravingrat Ravine 

12. 

Dark Forest 

31. 

Gnat Marshes 

13. 

Vain Vampires Valley 

32. 

Munster Highlands 

14. 

Goose Bumps Gorge 

33. 

Mousehara Desert 

15. 

The Shadow Line Pass 

34. 

Oasis of the 

16. 

Penny Pincher Castle 


Sweaty Camel 

17. 

Nature Reserve Park 

35. 

Cabbagehead Hill 

18. 

Las Ratayas Marinas 

36. 

Rattytrap Jungle 

19. 

Fossil Forest 

37. 

Rio Mosquito 

20. 

Lake Lake 






Dear mouse friends. 

Thanks for reading, and farewell 
till the next book. 

It'll be another whisker-licking-good 
adventure, and that's a promise! 



Geronimo Stilton 






Geronimo Stilton 



Benjamin 




Who is Geronimo Stilton? 

That's me! I run a newspaper, but 
my true passion is writing adventure 
stories. Here in New Mouse City, the 
capital of Mouse Island, my books 
are all bestsellers! My stories are 
funny, fa-mouse-ly funny. They are 
whisker-licking-good tales, and that's 
a promise! 

THE HAUNTED 
CASTLE 

I was just minding my business at 
home when I got a telephone call 
from my uncle Samuel S. Stingysnout. 
He wanted to invite the entire Stilton 
family to creepy, faraway Penny 
Pincher Castle for a big surprise. 
Moldy mozzarella — I'm not much 
of a traveling mouse, and I hate 
surprises. But Thea, Trap, and 
Benjamin were going, so I couldn't 
say no. I could tell this was going 
to be one super-spooky trip! 


MSCHOLASTIC 


www.scho lastEc. com/ 
geronimostilton 


RL3 007-010 




